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Fallen 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks to le Fay for letting me borrow her angel themes. 


Beware, it's odd. 


Vince's POV. 


This isn't the way it's supposed to happen. | mean, l'm a guy. l'm not supposed to be lying here bleeding and 
wishing | had the guts to stand up to him. I'm supposed to deck him when he goes too far past a certain point. 


Only..'m never sure where that point is. When he goes so hard and so deep | think he'll come through my 
throat? When | start to bleed on the sheets? Or when | have to bite my lip almost the whole way through to 


keep from screaming? 


lm never sure. 


| roll onto my side to face away from him, and he lets me. | wish he'd pull me back. At least then | wouldn't 
have made the choice to be the bleeding pussy who wanted to stay. 


"Fucking asshole," | gripe, because it makes me feel better to pretend I'm angry at somebody besides myself. 


"Why you gotta do that shit? | won't be able to walk for a fucking week." 


The bed shifts; | can feel his shrug without looking. But | look anyway. Maybe I'll find some little bit of him 
that's sorry.. | shouldn't have looked. My skin shivers, like it's trying to curl up and hide. ‘Cause that's not Nikki 


looking back at me. It's someone-something- else. Something way too at home in his eyes for my liking. 


"Don't be a bitch," he says. He looks away, and his hair tumbles into his eyes, the blackness stiff with 


hairspray from the show. 

"Sure," | mutter, trying to shift on the bed so | don't have to rest on my ass. My hand slips on dampness. 
Fuck. The hotel sheets are stained dark red. "It's always my fault you're a bastard. It's because l'm a bitch, 
right? Tell me why the fuck | even stay with you." 


| start to push off the bed and stand up, but his hand shoots out. Faster than | can duck away, his fingers 


lock in an iron grip around my right wrist. 


"What?" | snap, yanking at my arm. He holds tight. Why can he always stop me so easily, like he's not even 
trying? Jesus. My heart's beating in my fucking ears. "Let me the fuck go." 


"You want to know why I'm such a bastard?" he asks softly, but his eyes are cold, hard chips. "You really want 


to know?" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"Shut up. Sit the fuck down" 

| want like hell to say no. But something about his eyes.. They're frigid, but behind all that ice, they're on fire. | 
don't know how that's even possible. But | know I've seen the same thing in his eyes before. | sit. Pain shoots 


through me, and I'm reminded of why I'm mad at him. 


"You know who | am." He tugs me closer, till we're nose-to-nose, and his hand wraps around the back of my 
neck. As always, his hands are a little too hot, all dry burn. "You may not know what, but you know who." 


| don't want to look in his eyes again. But | can't not. His eyes, his blue eyes, are black. 
"Do you want to know?" he asks again, and the corners of his mouth curl into a smirk 


| want to shiver. | want to run like a scared little girl, and not care what he thinks of me. Maybe he was right, 


and | did already know. Maybe | saw it first that night he jumped off the stage to attack that dumb fuck in 


the crowd, swinging his bass like a goddamn battleaxe. Or the first time he fucked me, hard, scratching, biting, 
and | was terrified through it all that when he was done, he'd end me like the star of snuff porno. 


| didn't know. But | *knew%. 


Human was something he hadn't been for a long time. Looking into his eyes, at what he was offering to show 


me, | finally understood what that might mean 
"Who the fuck are you" | whisper, curling my fingers into the sheets. "Who, really?" 
He smirks again | hate the goddamn look "Come find out, Vinnie boy: 

And then, before | know what's happening, l'm falling, 

Into his eyes 


Blackness sucks me in, swirls me around and around and under. My heart beats once, too fast, and then I'm 


somewhere else. 
I'm nowhere. | can't feel my body. | can't feel my fucking toes, but there's a weird sensation of floating. 


And its bright. The air is so white, white everywhere, like the air is make of bright white fog, only nothing is 
blurry. | can barely see through it, but the light is sharp. People stand in the light, dressed in white | think, 
because | can't tell their clothes or bodies from the air surrounding them. All | see is their heads, as they 


face in a half circle away from me. There's an anxious feel to the air, like they're waiting for something to 


happen. But what? 


| see the face of a man as he approaches the circle from the other side. His eyes are sharp, and a wave of 


red hair frames a face that looks like a lion. His voice, when he talks, is loud and clear. 


"All ye who have served in the Light, come forth. All ye who have sinned, come forth. Ye who would follow thy 


brother unto his damnation, come forth. Doriell" 


A tall man steps out of the circle. His hair is dark, and that's all | can see from back here, wherever the hell 


Im floating, 
"| stand with my brother," he says. 

The redhead looks again at the half circle. "Roas! 

One by one he calls them out, and they all say that same phrase: | stand with my brother. They leave to the 


circle and stand shoulder-to-shoulder in front of the redhead. They bristle like dogs, but don't try to attack 
him. What the hell is it I'm watching? 


And then | see him. 
The redhead calls, "Nicaraell" and | see him. Nikki. Only it isn't him at all 
| hope it isn’t really him. 


Tall, strong, and glistening with that white light. He looks back, like he's looking right at me, and his eyes are 
crystal blue, his hair soft and brown. 


| stand with my brother," he says, and it's Nikki's voice. 


Then, suddenly, I'm gone. The white light is gone, and everything is dark. It smells musty and damp, and 
sulfurous. | don't have a nose, but | still have to smell this shit? 


"But what does it feel like?" Nikki's voice insists. 

"Being human?" It's that first one, Doriel. His voice doesn't sound clear anymore. It slips and slithers through 
the darkness. | catch stray glimpses of him through the blackness of what looks like a giant cave. His hair 
shines, and his eyes are slitty, serpentine. "Nicarael, you've lost what little mind you had. Why of all the 
creatures above would you want to be human? It's pathetic." 

"Is something I've never tried." 

| know that tone of voice. He's shrugging. All | can see of him are flashes of black hair, black eyes. And this 
Nicarael..it really is Nikki. It's Nikki wild-eyed and crazed with some new plan, hyped up before a show. Its Nikki 
at his most beautiful and deadly. 


Doriel snorts. "It's a new world and a new age. A wilderness is springing up in the world where all the God 


damned morals once stood, and you can't even enjoy it" 

Nikki/Nicarael smirks. "I'll enjoy it best when I'm wallowing in it." 

His friend grunts. "Well, | don't think Luce will deny you." 

"He won't. He promised me any reward | wanted in exchange for that Hebrew trick in the forties." 


Luce? Who's Luce? And Hebrew, isn't that another name for a Jew? But he can't mean- A hundred questions 
swim through my mind. l'm dizzy with thinking. I'm sick, so sick | barely notice when | slip out of the scene. 


Slipping..slipping back..back... 


Until 'm sitting on the bed again, and Nikki's fingers are locked around the back of my neck and my wrist. And 


his eyes are black 

| want to say something, but all my words dry out. Because suddenly..| understand. 
Lines from his newest song go through my head, chase me like snarling dogs. 
*Fallen angels, so fast to kill. Our father, who ain't in heaven.* 

Luce. Lucifer. 


Like what you saw?" Nikki releases me and eases back on the bed till he's lying across the pillows, staring up, 
but not at me. "The Fallen. Or devils. That's what you call us. Me. | made my choice, and | switched alliances." 


"Fallen" Run, that's what | should do. Run screaming. "You were an angel. You're-*why*?" 


"Why what, Vinnie?" Tattoos gleam dully from his chest and arms, reds, blues, and greens. "Why'd | pick Satan 


over God? You should know me well enough to be able to answer that." 

"I don't," | snap, and hug my knees into me chest. | feel..lost. And alone. "You're not even human." 

He blinks, and his eyes fix on me again. "Yes, | am. Come here." 

| shiver and hug myself tighter. "No." 

"Come here." Too, too fast, he surges up and grabs my hand. He plants it over his chest, and | fight myself not 
to try to struggle away. It would be useless, and just piss him off. His skin burns under my hand, but he 
hasn't broken a sweat. | feel his heart beat under my fingers. 

My ass hurts, and there's blood on the sheets. l'm going to die. 

"Don't | feel human?" he says, eyes narrowing. "I'm as much a human as you are." 

"How?" 

His fingers move up my arm to knead my shoulder. "The Feranna family had a stillborn baby boy. Luce fixed 
the body and stuffed me in it, and Deana called me a miracle baby. Since that minute, I've been human. I've felt 
everything a man does, known everything he does, done everything. Let me Tell you, Vince, I've been an angel, 
and I've been a devil, but this is a real trip. It's the most beautiful, most fucked up thing I've ever done." 


Would he let me go if | tried to pull away? Or would he break me in half? 


"Don't look so scared," he mutters, and shoves me back. "Not like I'm going to kill you." 


"Aren't you?" My heart's beating fast and hard to hurt as | regain my balance. There's no question about 
whether he's lying. The only question is how he'll dispose of the body. Maybe cut me up and stuff me in a 
dozen black trash bags? 

| trust you." 

As far as he can throw me? But for him, that might be pretty far. 


"Come here," he says again, and this time he pulls me down into the bed with him, pulls me to lie on top of 


him. His skin burns against mine. As human as me, Nikki? | don't think so. 

His fingers move through my hair. He loops an arm around my waist and holds me against him. My cheek 
presses over his heart, and l'm afraid to move so much as an inch. But he doesn't seem in a hurry to kill me. 
Why? | think | know. And it scares me even more. 

"| can make you forget," he says slowly. "If you want." 

My fingers dig into his sides, and he doesn't protest. Could | hurt him even if | wanted to? 


He's not going to kill me. Someone else who found out about him? Definitely. But not me. He..trusts me. 


And | think that maybe, maybe, he doesn't mean to hurt me, or rip me open, or leave purple-black bruises on 


me. Maybe that's just who and what he is, and | have to deal with it if | want to keep him. But do |? 
He's holding me, not saying anything, and for a minute, | forget to be afraid. I'm safe and protected. And 
wanted. Nikki trusts me. | can make myself trust him. | can make myself, because | want this safe, warm 
feeling to last forever. 

"No." | wrap my arms around his waist. "| want to remember.” 

Bass-roughened fingers rub my skin. Lips press against the top of my head, and he sighs into my hair. 


| know | can trust him. 


| close my eyes. 


